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nostrils as we escape with him from Paris: we too
are carried over the roads of France in the flood
of refugees and share their misery, as they cadge
for food and scramble for the scraps of paper that
entitled men to safety and survival. But Mr. Paul
is not much interested in himself. His narrative
is as rapid as it is vivid, and after a few pages, he
examines his memory to account for the catas-
trophe in which he was involved. For this task
he has unusual qualifications. There is no need
to tell the reader what he will instantly discover
for himself. Mr. Paul is a journalist, whose
training has taught him both the habit of observ-
ing the world around him and the art of writing
with grace and power. English is not his mother-
tongue, yet he uses it with sure mastery. He had
made his home in Paris and had come to under-
stand French life as only a sympathetic foreigner
can. He brought with him the clue to the
mystery he unravels in this book: France was not
the first democratic republic -whose crash had
overwhelmed him. He is an Austrian, who had
watched the overthrow of democracy in Vienna
from the Editor's window of the Arbeiter tyitung,
once the ablest socialist newspaper in Europe. I
learned in those days to respect both his courage
and the clarity of his thinking. This back-
ground of experience must have been in his mind
throughout ids stay in France. He had seen one
Socialist party, his own, go down fighting; he
had seen one country, his own, divided and
demoralised by the clericalist and propertied